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AUAUNA THE GONZO: a brief history 
Daughter! 


So you danced the Hanky Panky in the Red Square, ate the fudge bar that came in 
your First Year Survival Kit and maybe, maybe, even had a watered-down Busch at some 


One man A courageous shuggle against 


Bewoulli 3 Principle and the nation of France! 


... heh heh heh . … . that Screech always cracks us up. This is the episode where he 
mistakenly boards a bus of lustful migrant field workers who haven't scen a woman in three 
and a half weeks. As you can imagine, hijinx ensues. But enough of the mysterious talking 
picture box, and to the task at hand. 

We will initiate our first editonal by confirming the rumored shake-up in the Gonzo 
hicrarchy. Shlomi “Papa Doc” Raz, the self-anointed Editor-in-Chief for Life, was toppled 
this summer in a bloody coup carried out by his lieutenant editors. Such a bold stroke was 
possible only after Raz lost the moral and financial support of Baal, the All-Powerful. Es- 
caping on his skateboard with his life, several stacks of old Gonzos, and the Gonzo treasury 
totalling some seventeen dollars, he is now being sheltered in Argentina. 

Given the radical change in leadership, you will notice several changes in the 
Gonzo as well. We have redone the dining room in stucco. You like? The priorities and 
talents of the new leadership are different than those of the old; consequently, expect a 
Gonzo somewhat less interesting, much less funny, but - you'll be thankful to note - more 
grammatically correct. Now falls to us the task of introducing to you this year’s first issue. 
Itis, of course, a freshmen-themed edition, the necessity of which became obvious when a 
chilling incident befell us on our way to refill our ritalin prescription. 

It was a spectacle almost too temible to recount. In the middle of Red Square, 
thirty new students stood in perfect formation. A man with a handkerchief thrown rakishly 
about his neck and a microphone in his hand barked orders at them in a cowboy drawl..We 
watched in silent anguish as the freshmen obeyed like mindless automatons, their spirits 
already broken by three days of orientation, mechanically 
= | swinging their partners round n’ round with cold precision. 
Was it a scene out of our most haunting Orwellian night- 
mare? Almost, save that in our nightmare, a naked and 
angry John Candy also pelts us with fish heads. But what 
» | we beheld was perhaps even more disturbing, for it was not 


some nightmare from which we might wake up, change the 
urine-soaked sheets, and go on with our life. It was real. It 
was Red SquareDancing. 

We nearly ran out to the middle of the square, took 
the fiddler's bow and poked him until he ran away, kicked 
the confused banjo player in the shins, and grabbed the 
microphone from the evil cowboy to plead for the souls of 
the freshmen. Actually, we did, if you'd believe the DoPS 
report. The bewildered looks on the faces of the students as 
we cntreated them not to become nameless cogs in the university machine told us that they 
were already lost, that we were too late. They. would go on to ignomious destinies, running 
for GUSA, wnting specials to The Hoya, dreaming of initiation into the enigmatic Stew- 
ards. In so doing, they would become part of a machine, a grand machine, a stultifying 
machine. If you, gentle reader, think stullifying too strong a word, we invite you to read a 
single page of The Hoya. It is a machine that promotes one based on tenure, not talent, The 
down of youth still on his face, the potentially brilliant freshman writer may at first struggle 
mightily against this machine, After years of being dominated by his inferiors, of secing the 
best parts of his articles fall to the editorial cutting room floor, he will cease to struggle. In 
time, he will join the next generation of inept editors; he will look into the mirror and realize 
with horror that he has become what he beheld. 

Ifyou are mediocre by nature, and so many of you are, perhaps an anonymous cog 
is all you can aspire to be. In which case, do not let us rob you of your dreams. But if you 
are extraordinary . .. . We believe that your best interests would be served with us. Come 
to our meetings. We will give you beer. 

And now we submit for your consideration, gentle reader, cight tales of triumph 
and tragedy, of intrigue and suspense, of Corinthian leather and six-fingered freaks. Do 

: enjoy them, Meanwhile, I've got to go. The Commish-a-thon starts in 
seven minutes, 


Freshmen meet & greet at 
Red Square Dancing 


by J.M. 


upper-class party. Indeed, now you are a full-fledged member of the Georgetown Commu- 
nity. Well, congratulations! In your honor we dedicate this issue and we hope that our cumu- 
lative years of wisdom, wit and Marriott-generated tapeworms will teach you some useful 
lessons about the intricacies of life and human conduct at Georgetown. But before we start 
sniffing each others asses like poodles in self-congratulatory heat, we'd like to tell you some- 
thing about ourselves. 

Throughout its illustrious and distinguished career, the Gonzo has had many re- 
sounding accomplishments. We have brought strippers to the Village C Patio, published a 
fake issue of the Hoya declaring the death of our fearless Fr. O'Donovan which was followed 
by campus-wide anarchy, interviewed the Messiah, thrown some of the most infamous par- 
ties in Georgetown History, and run three times for the high office of GUSA presidency. 
Unfortunately due to the devilishly devious ballot manipulations of the GUSA/Administra- 
ion/Hoya Reichsfuhrers , The Gonzo-endorsed candidates, respectively, The Three-Legged 
Dog, Shlomi Raz, and Lev “Candidate for Life” Babicy have all been narrowly defeated. Yet 
this year, we may encourage Lev to run again and with the will of Baal the Merciful, 
Georgetown shall be delivered from the hands of the GUSA infidels. Amen! 

The Gonzo was 
founded four score and four years 
ago in a nether region of Reser- 
voir Road by a mythical beast 
named Homer. Armed with a 
magical Bong, and five old, 
soiled issues of Hustler at his side, 


decided to found his own publi- 
cation. Homer's main purpose for $% 
starting a magazine was “lo get 
himself some ass”. Five days before his fateful and lasting decision, in an wholly unrelated 
incident, he tried to submit to the Voice a piece entitled “Homer (tel# 965-1948) loves you 
long time!” The article described in minutiae Homer's “Rico-Suave way with the ladies” and 
ended with a passing reference to his 12-inch schlong. Unfortunately, The Voice edited this as 
“Men's cross country team prepares for season opener”. 

As his plan to “impress the chicks” patently failed, Homer lost interest in his infant 
publication. He begun to search for solace in illegal substances and midget pom, just like any 
other proud mother, who seeing that her only child was a six-fingered hideous freak might 
very well do. Nowadays, a broken man, after years of sorrows as first Gonzo Editor-in-Chief 
and then as spokesman for the Corinthian Leather industry, Homer lives in an upscale trailer 
park in New Jersey with his Aunt Jenny who used to be his Uncle Bob and now is his wife. At 
the Gonzo, we still revere him as our legendary founder, shrouded in the mystery of drunken, 
Orgiastic bacchanals and the thick smell of napalm in the morning. 

The Gonzo then entered its contemporary phase under the tyrannical, yet enlight- 
ened leadership of Shlomi “Papa Doc" Raz, who self-styled himself as a Haitian strong man. 
Many a writer perished during the Raz regime, be it in gulags, forced marches or hacked 
down by the sharp machettis of the fanatical Gonzon Macoutes. Nevertheless, under “Papa” 
Raz’s savagely brutal 5-year plans, the Gonzo came to be as feared and popular as it is today, 
and vastly increased its heavy industrial capacity. 

What can you, the struggling freshman, expect from us? We here at the Gonzo 
pondered over this question for many sleepless days and nights. We swallowed buckets of 
crystal meth in order to stay awake for this question's sake. Our gums sweated blood, our 
eyes, mucus and our bones twitched with pain and yet, and yet, we couldn't decide. Should 
we offer a Contract with The Gonzo like the Republicans or should we offer a Gonzo Honor 
Code much like our enlightened despots in the University Administration? More three testicled 
freaks? More naked fat ladies who rub themselves with butter? Midgets cavorting with 
chihuahuas? More funny? Where do babies come from? Is Susan Powter a man? 

Well, we just don’t know, All that we could agree on was a little formula: 20% less 
funny, 10% more GUSA freaks and more satirical juju candy for the children. We shall up- 
hold the same lofty journalistic standards that we always have. We shall attempt to entertain, 
shock and titillate your flaccid brain in the same manner that has made us a campus tradition. 
Our hope, here at The Gonzo, shall remain the same as it ever was, same as Homer's. That 
one day, maybe, maybe, with a little bit of luck and plenty of cash, we could get laid, 
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The Gonzo is unsponsored and unaffiliated with Georgetown Uni- 
versity, We do not claim responsibility for anything you see or 


read here. The 


of The Gonzo, 


BAAL using Aldus Pakemaker 5.0. 
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opinions expressed here are not necessarily those 
The Gonzo is assembled on a computer named 


The Gonzo at (202) 965-2188 or at (202) 338- 


NW, Washington DC, 20007. Most letters will be 
printed provided they are interesting and less than 
300 words, 


Mts pne 


Goodbye Nursing, Hello Manicuring! 


CHOOSE 


DVENTUR 


-a classic Georgetown weekend- 


So, you're a freshman 
at the esteemed university on 
The Hilltop and you're no 
longer under the protective tu- 
telage of your parental units. 
The time has come where you 
must stand on your own two 
Timberlands and start making 
decisions for yourself. Your 
years here at Georgetown will 
be filled with difficult choices 
about majors, classes, and fat- 
free versus regular ranch 
dressing. But let's not worry 
about all this now: let's start with the basics. Decision Mak- 
ing 001: The Happy Hoya Weekend! We at the Gonzo have 
crafted a little test to gauge your ability to make it through a 
Georgetown Friday. Without a doubt, in the very near fu- 
ture, you will find yourself in each of the situations listed 


below. You should decide what to do in each of these hypo- 
thetical, yet frighteningly realistic situations so that when 
the time comes you will be prepared. A detailed analysis on 
each of your decisions will explain the ramifications of your 
actions. The choices you make can greatly alter your 
Georgetown experience. Be careful! 


So, your roommate has just hit the snooze for the 
1 1Uñtime and shows no signs of arousing. Your first impor- 
tant decision, besides whether or not to maim or kill this 
roommate whom you pretend to like, yet secretly despise 
(which we at the Gonzo, duc to parole violations, cannot 
advise you on), is whether or not to attend your 9:15 Spanish 
class. This decision has less to do with acquiring Spanish 
fluency or inadvertently depreciating your GPA than with 
your desire to see, and possibly breathe the same air mol- 
ecules as an oh-so-attractive fellow Hoya The dilemma at 
hand is that it is currently 9:07, you are still caked with sweat 
and beer from last night at Winston's, and you only have 
enough time to pul on your Timberlands and make your way 
across campus to The ICC second floor. Do you a) skip 
class, thus avoiding being shunned for your poor hygiene 
while still in the early, impressionable period of your image 
formation, but facing the wrath of Señorita Catorce Monday 
morning? or b) Slink into the room at 9:21, recking of stale 
beer with a white cap pulled low over your brow to protect 
you from possible eye contact with that aforementioned Hoya, 
and be forced to groggily respond to inquisitions like, “7Te 
gusta chile con queso?” 


Go to “Sleeping” (Page V) or 
Go to “Class’’(Page VII) 


Dear Fulton, 

According to Sartre “Hell is other people”. Could 
you tell us what would be Reinhold Neibuhr’s critique, given 
a Freudian framework, not unlike a Kicerkergaardian 
worldview? 

Boethius, Athens, NJ 


The human psyche is not unlike the salad bar. Often when 
you reach for the black olives, they fall into the chickpeas. 
Fulton has spoken. 


Dear Fulton, 

I'm a thirteen year old junior high 
school student. For a while now I 
haye had terrible cramps. Last 
Monday I woke up only to realize 
that I had blood stains on my un- 
derwear, I'm worried Fulton. Am I 
going to die? 


Jane M, Green Bay, WS. 


There’s no need to worry, Jane. This 
is what is known as MENSTRUA- 
TION (mens-troo-a'-shun), and it’s 
just part of becoming a woman. Just 
as we throw out the old lettuce ev- 
ery other day at the salad bar, so too does your body slough 
off excess blood and tissue that accumumlates in your uterus. 


Dear Fulton, 

Technology affects our lives in many different 
ways. As a cafeteria worker how do you deal with the rapid 
pace of technological innovation as we approach the 21st 
century? 

Courtney K, Butte, MT 


The Sage of Marriott 


Change can be frightening. For instance, at first we were 
all apprehensive and confused by the new Chinese Wok Sta- 
tion. In time, though, we came to respect and admire its 
versatility. In fact, Nimi, an animist co-worker of mine, now 
venerates the spirit of the Chinese Wok Station just as highly 
as the spirits of the Salad Bar and the Firehouse Grill. 


Dear Fulton, 

Iam very lonely. Some people think I am fat but I 
am just big boned. And while some people can’t stand me, 
it’s just that I have a quirky personality. 
And, really, I don’t have a severe case of 
acne; it’s just oral herpes. Even those can 
see beyond by open, running sores get 
scared away by my sixth finger. Fulton, 
I'm so alone, what shall I do? 

Laura B, Washington, 
DC. 


Cheer up Laura! As my mother used to 
say when kids teased me, “Cheer up 
Fulton! Atleast you aren't some freak with 
a sixth fing...” oh, wait Well, Laura, at 
| least you don't have two penises, like An- 
1 gry Mel. 


Dear Fulton, 

For a given set of prices, how can you draw 
consumer's indifference curves between money and some 
highly desirable good comparing these curves to ones de- 
picting a consumer's preferences between money and a good 
that is relatively undesirable...but still has positive marginal 
utility? 

Roy R, Houston TX 


Well, I don’t know much about economics. . . All's I know is 
that I just got a letter from some freak with six fingers? 


aries | LR 


should get any job the hotel offered sineey!-bad ‘more than|five weth; andidid not ‘appear. to 
have any communicable'diseases."After waiting for afew days fonacall back; I venturéd out 
to the hotel to confirm a suspicion [had about thehiring practices of tt hotél)-My suspicions 
were confirmed when I retumed to seethe peopled filled out my Applicafions-with dressed in 
hotel uniforms, looking confused as ever but getting paid nonetheless. -That is when I finally 
realized my error. 

It would have been better to hide the fact that I was literate, as apparently the ability 
to read was a skill coveted by most of the staff, a treasure only possessed by a few highly 
trained managers. The managers were most likely intimidated when I put “Graduated High 
School” on my application, and because of their fear of an intellectual superior who may be 
able to read and maybe even write, threw my application in the garbage. 

The second job I pursued was described by the employment ad as a “Political Activ- 

ist.” I thought I could handle anything to do 
with politics; after all, at school I was the cam- 
paign coordinator for the three-legged dog 
campaign, a campaign that symbolized a new 
direction in the history of the school on the 
8 banks of the Potomac. I arrived for the inter- 
view with resume in hand, and left with a clip- 
board and the instruction “Go forth and get 
money for us.” 
Some people are born to canvass door to door; 
others are born to scare ordinary citizens into 
calling the police. After one hour of going door 
to door trying to get donation for an auto in- 
surance reform campaign, it was clear which 
group I was in. All I had succeeded in solicit- 
ing were a few threats on my life, and some 
free kittens. The death threats usually came from the elderly who would open the door just a 
crack and yell “I am calling the police,” or “Get off my property you drug-crazed youth.” The 
free kittens came unexpectedly as I stumbled upon them near someone's porch and immedi- 
ately made them into a blood sacrifice to Gorto. When the day was done I had collected ten 
dollars, about twelve death threats, and a Fisher-Price “Big Wheel” that some kid foolishly 
left outside on the lawn, I realized that I was not cut out for door to door sales, as most 
Americans seemed to innately distrust and dislike me. I am almost sure its the red hair, 
although it could be the press-on pentagram tattoo on my forehead that I found in a box of 
Barq's Root Beer (the same place Manson got his groovy swastika tattoo). 

The last and most horrific job I sought was described only as “Retails Sales 12.25 an 
hour!” For 12.25 an hour I would drink goats blood all day with a smile on my face. I came 
to the office of Vector Housewares and filled out an application. After this all the applicants 
were told to wail in the orientation room. There it was explained that the job was selling steak 

knives to your friends and family, and that for every forty sale pitches you 
were paid the wage promised. I nearly started crying as at that moment I 


continued on Page XV 


Choose Your Own Adyenture...cont'd 


Sleeping = 
So you got a few extra z’s, in 9 minute increments, but now it’s 
almost noon and you're feeling not unlike a 3-toed sloth: You've got 
a work-study job lined up as part of your crappy financial aid pack- 
age, which requires intense abilities to look real busy while actually 
accomplishing no work, as well as an in-depth understanding of the 
photocopying and coffee machines. However, your co-workers blow 
and you think you could impress the aforementioned Hoya pros- 
pect if you buffed up on some Yates machines. Do you; a) Trot down 
to the medical center for your completely menial work-study job 
and miss an opportunity to sweat out some Rolling Rock or b) Call 
up a floormate from your dorm (whom you pretend to like, yet se- 
cretly despise) to accompany you to Yates and use this opportunity 
to introduce your boss to your chronic illness excuse which you 


shall employ infinitely many times throughout your work-study ca- 
(reer. 


[Go to “Work” (Page VII) or “Yates” (Page VIT)] 


Sharp Darts, Round Balls, Good Beer. 


; And Over One Million Pool Tables. N 


. Hours 
Mon.- Thu: Apm- 


BILLIARDS 


DAILY HAPPY HOUR AND NIGHULY DRINK SPECIMA? 
POOL AND DART LEAGUES ARE BORMING. SIGN CP Non? 


AND NOW, OUR FEATURE PRESENTATION... 


Italian construction companies and Mariott. Needless to say, it’s not worth going 
New South 


into. It’s enough to let you know that one of the dorm’s major problems is that the 
When the University decided that it needed a 


new dormitory in 1967, it made the mistake of awarding 
the design contract to Willie's Blueprints and Live Bait 
Somewhere along the line, Willie accidentally switched 
our blueprints with those of another client. The result 
was that a comfortable, well-lit dormitory was built at the 
Virginia State Correctional Facility, and a women's prison 


toilets and drainage pipes are not properly aligned. This means that your toilet will 
clog up at least twice a week. My suggestions are to tattoo maintenance’s number to 
your forehead, and never cat at Burrito Brothers. Regardless of the sewage difficul- 
ties, you do have your own bathroom, a blessing of divine proportions in this day 
and age. Downside is that your bathroom is not cleaned by housing (read: will 
never be cleaned.) While this may result in some exotic bacterial infections, con- 
sider the plight of the New Southermers; at Icast your friends won't be able to pho- 


A GONZO GUIDE to the 
BUILDINGS of GEORGETOWN 


was built at Georgetown University. After all involved 
shared a hearty laugh over this clerical oversight, ev ery- 
one decided that it was for the best. The Commonwealth Village B 
would stage media events in its new Potemkin Cellblock Village B is a no-man’s gangland. The scofflaws who control this area 
to showcase: to the press the humane way in which its smoke a drug called marijuana, We learned about it in school. It makes them act 
prisoners were treated. The University could use its new funny. 
building to house its “problem students.” 

Living in New South is about as close as you'll 
ever come to “Animal House” during your stay at 
Georgetown. As run down, loud, and incestuous as a crack 


tograph you on the can. Unless you invite them to, of course. 


Because the apartments are small and shabby, when the weather is nice 
most residents spend their time grazing in the courtyard. This leads to many prob- 
lems. Conflict often erupts when Euros (a rival gang) run through on their way to 
class. Though gunplay has not yet resulted, many an innocent has been the victim 
house, New South residents repeatedly accumulate more ofa stray frisbee in the ensuing exchange. Although Euros are notably weak crea- 
violations for intoxication, noise, beatings, incest, andin- tures that shrink from physical confrontation, they often manage to defeat their 
decent exposure than all the other Freshman dorm resi- opponents, who are usually 
dents combined. In a futile attempt to stifle freshman lust “stoned,” that is, they have smoked 
for life, drugs, and each other, Residence Life has installed marijuana. 
an extra RA per floor this year. This should be viewed as 
a set-back, but not an insurmountable obstacle to resi-  Lauinger 
dents trying to live up to their dorm’s distinguished repu- Unfortunately, you fresh- 
tation. men missed by one year the twelve 

High incidence of cancer (due to close proxim- months of wild, drunken, bacchana: 
ity to Mariott) and low grades (due to roommates! ten- lian revelry that was the Year of the 
dencies to sell your books for smack) may be a problem Library. It was only about twenty- 
for some residents. Possible solutions include homicide, five years ago that the call went out 
or tranferring to an Ivy League. to architects everywhere 


Georgetown University was sponsoring a contest to design and build the most gro- 
| Harbin tesque, most abhorrent structure the world had ever beheld. The purpose of this 
The housing office is on the ground floor of this horrific edifice was twofold. Much as the medieval gargoyle, it was hoped that the 
building, as is the desk of the campus slumlord, Shirley building would frighten away minorities. It would also remind students already 
Menendez. Unfortunately, Harbin has of late been the enrolled of their angry god, and the perils of hellfire that awaited if they continued 
victim of cruel rumors. Called the “Leaning Tower of in their wicked, sinful ways. Well, vengeful Yahweh or no, over the years Lauinger 
#) Georgetown,’ itis said by some to be structurally unsound, Library has won a special place in our hearts. Its calm and erudite atmosphere 
that at any moment it might collapse onto the accursèd makes it the perfect place to read, study, masturbate, or talk quietly with friends. 
ground upon which it stands, that it is a ticking time bomb, The dedicated and knowledgeable library staff, many who have not seen the light of 
perched precariously on the edge of the verge of disaster, day in years, will gladly assist you in exchange for flowers, leaves, grass, and other 
that the slightest upset could bring it down ina fiery cata- objects of wonder from “the outer world.” Watch out! Security is especially rigid. 
clysm, leaving in its wake a macabre club sandwich of Before you exit, a highly trained DoPS officer will mumble at you to open your bag. 
broken concrete, twisted metal, and tom human flesh. And while the quick and cursory glance in your bag may seem to suggest that he 
Well, we at the Gonzo join the administration in condemn- doesn’t really care, be assured that his hawk-like vision has already determined that 
ing these irresponsible accusations. We feel you are not trying to spirit away a couch. 
Harbin is entirely safe, as long as everyone 
inside and in the vicinity of Harbin follows a 
few, simple rules; Do not jump or run, Avoid 
shifting your weight suddenly; all motion 
should be slow and deliberate, and refrain from 
unnecessary movement altogether, Do not 


Healy 

The silhouette of Healy has come to symbolize Georgetown it- 
self. Its likeness adorns everything from Georgetown t-shirts to 
Georgetown designer mud-flaps to Georgetown-brand Smoked 
Beef Jerky. You freshmen have already been to Gaston Hall. This 


speak in loud voices. And do NOT let that was where, on the first day of orientation, you were lectured sternly 

door slam. by Father O'Donovan and your school's dean. This was where you salivated so 

profusely as you listened to the dean of the Nursing School, imaging her copious 

Village C i rolls of flesh free and unbound from the clothing that so unnaturally obscured their 

Village C has a long and ridiculous story con- glory. As for you older students, perhaps you were among the fifteen who tumed 

TuE nected to its construction, including episodes involving Sea me fas) N 
UA 


MAY.1996 
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dncle Gonzo Js Always Jean Phillippe|’ 
_ Looking For Young Flesh! Michael’ Meach am 


ah, = Sm 


Uncle Gonzo is on the lookout for new writers, artists, layout 
designers, advertisers, as well as midgets and other sundry freaks. You 
| funny? You have six finger? You no like Macarena? You like beer? So do 
we. Come to our first meeting, 


JRSDAY, 26th at 3348 Prospect St 
(The Cactus House), 8 o'clock pm 


and Uncle Gonzo will make it all better. 

Remember kids! Uncle Gonzo knows what is best for you! You can 
also reach Uncle Gonzo through Dan at 965-2188 or through John at 338- 
1013. 


Or send us an e-mail at: mathiesj@ gusun.acc. georgetown.edu. 


Choose Your Own Adventure...cont'd 


Class 

As itis an carly Friday mom, only 3 of your fellow espanol estudiantes have decided to 
attend, and a bittersweet pang enters your heart when you note that the object of your lust is 
one of the 15 absentees. You struggle through the remaining 39 minutes of coerced speak- 
ing, prodded along by the moronic inquisitions of Señorita Catorce. After class, you stumble 
towards J, Mark Lauinger to participate in your mandatory library tour, En route, you recog- 
nize someone you may have met at one those varied and sundry, ridiculously themed orien- 
tation activities, The hazy whirlwind you Moated in during that week of meeting and greet- 
ing other freshmen, religiously exchanging the four questions “What’s your name, Where 
fare you from? What you school are you in? and What dorm do you live in?” has made you 
insecure about your ability to remember and be remembered by other individuals, Is this 
really that New Jersey girl you met at Red Squaredancing? Do you: a) Stare deliberately 
ahead of you to avoid eye contact, which is standard operating procedures for anyone you do 
not know or b) Position your face into your standard nonchalant and friendly facade, while 
timidly making oye contact. 


| 
| 
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No 


Mi che lle; Mira 
\ 


l 
w/ Guest: vJ-: es 
[Go to “Ignore” (Page VII) or “Risk the Smile” (Page X)] À 


Work 3 \ wo for one with this ad 


You responsibly report to work after taking a thorough shower and } 
donning your Timberlands, only to find that even your boss does not bother to come in on a 
Friday, You shuffle some papers around in much the same manner as you would if your boss 
Were there, try to steal some cool felt-tipped pens, and check your e-mail account. Forty-five 
minutes later, exhausted from your labors, you fill out the time-sheet “1:00-4:00”, initial this 
and realize your pangs of hunger are reaching epic proportions. 


THE s Go to “Find Food” (Page X 
GONZO l =) 
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Page VII 


As I first entered the hallowed gates of Georgetown University, finally as a student 
and incoming freshman, I felt a magic surround me. So influenced was I that I decided to 
chronicle all the events of my first forty-eight hours on campus for posterity. 
2:30pm - Arrival. Being the only car to arrive on time as opposed to somewhat earlier (like 
for example, the Fourth of July) we have a smooth unloading. Over sixty percent of my stuff 
gets to my room, and in no more than three or four pieces, which can easily be 
fixed with a little Krazy Glu. 
5:00pm - First taste of Marriott food. My gastrointestinal juices give up on 
breaking down the Cajun chicken and, seeking sustenance, begin to digest the 
inner lining of my stomach instead. 
5:48pm - Get shit on by a bird on Lauinger Steps. 
6:00pm - Go into bookstore. 
6:05pm - Pick out sweatshirt and hat and get in line. 
6:06-8:49pm - Endure the “Lg’ragnar;’ a freshmen nite of passage where 
students run a gauntlet of tribal warriors who flagellate them with official 
merchandise while in the eternal line to pay for stuff. Apparently suggested 
originally by Somali migrant workers. 
8:50pm - Pay for sweatshirt and hat. 

8:59 and 24 seconds - I made Georgetown. 

9:00pm - At this time I experience my first dorm floor meeting. The RA’s tell 
us that they are here to help, encourage, and counsel us before they break our 
kneecaps. (Just kidding; death is the only penalty here!) Then they make us 
pay them money, which they assure us would go to “the floor fund.” 

10:55 and 16 seconds - I make Georgetown. 

11:00pm-2:00am - Getting to know some new friends, like . . . that guy .. . 
you know, with the cool shirt, and uhh . . . some girl in a room starting with a 
one. I think they lived in Village C, or maybe Harbin. Definitely not St. Mary’s, though. 
11:00am - Next moming. Go for relaxing afternoon jog on Reservoir road. Get lost and shot 
at by French Embassy guards. 


Mister Alamariu, Stop the Joke! 
The Freshmen Diaries: The First 48 Hours 


12:30pm - Cross Wisconsin and almost get run over by Metropolitan Police cruiser, cross 
d almost get run over by Secret Service cruiser, cross M and almost get run over 


Prospect an 
ran over DOPS motorcycle guy. 


by FBI cruiser, and cross 37th St. and almost 
12:56pm - Kill a man. 
1:00pm - Go to explore the legendary Mask und Bauble. Find a small black room in which 
large rats and actors cavort. Leave in disgust, though I first 
i compose and act out a performance piece of my own cre- 
ation, in which I explicate the duality of social milicu in mod- 
em mediums and some shit about Joyce. 

1:45pm - Do battle with about 184 people selling various 
witty T-shirts. Fight off first several waves, but can’t hold 
out. I struggle to close the door while my roommate sacri- 
fices himself to the common good, and buys a T-shirt: “Absolut 
Georgetown - Only the finest blah, blah, blah or maybe some 
shit about beer.” We mourn the loss of our first ten dollars. 
1:58pm - Explore secret tunnels under Dahlgren. Find small 
black room in which large rats and actors cavorted. Trip over 
Richard Nixon’s “Secret Plan” for ending the Vietnam War. 
Before leaving, I run across the secret tunnel to the Capitol, 
which had been closed due to cuts in secret tunnel funding 
for FY 1996-7. At least, that’s what the gnome said. 

2:23 and 38 seconds - I make Georgetown. 

2:30pm - End first twenty-four hours the same way I started 
them: piecing together my belongings. However, my per- 
sonal hell still has time on the meter. 

4:30pm - Having spent two hours realizing that my roomate 
is actually a vampiric saliva sucker (through observation not experience) who listens to really 
bad music, I flee the room to find some nourishment. 


continued on Page 
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A PUBLIC SERVICE MESSAGE 
the views expressed in this article do not necessarily coincide with those of the GONZO. 


TO THE CLASS OF 2000 


In our collegiate environment, the student is faced with many choices, At this academic 
institution there is a variety of decisions both in and out of the classroom. How successful 
have your recent choices been? Many students enter this university with a certain spunk. 
Some may dedicate themselves to academics, some to extracurricular activities, some to 
athletics, and will find the internal power to make people trust them. Georgetown wants to 
reach out to those special students. The student with the false sense of spirituality. 
Georgetown wants to train the new self-appointed prophets of tomorrow’s generation. 
To accomodate this ever growing need for misguided leadership, Georgetown is now offer- 
ing an exciting new program for you: the disillusioned theology major, the unenlightened 
Statistics major, the disgruntled work-study student, or just you the prospective false prophet. 
This exciting program is none other than the Georgetown School of False Prophecy! As 
part of the new alternative studies program dedicated to enhance your spiritual leadership 
skills. 


The School of False Prophecy (SFP) concentrates on the fundamental elements of spiritual 
misguidance. You will learn to develop and enhance effective methods to influence your 
family, peers, and friends! You will be able to convince others of your special calling! 
Most importantly, this program will enable you to meetnew fascinating false prophets just 
like you! We are trying to reach out to you! We want to hear your prophetic voice! The 
initial responses have been more than uplifting! 


“I think of Moses!” John Starzyk (SFS 97) 


To better enable students to voice their enthusiasm, we, the Board for Better False Spiritu- 
ality (BBFS), will conduct an informational ses- 
sion at the Ajerbajiani Kitchen on 2000 Wisconsin 
‘Aye on Thursday, September 22 at 8 pm. There 
will also be a guest speaker (t.b.a.), a lecture by 
John Denver, and lots of brochures, All attendants 
will receive a free SFP mug! 


Choose Your Own Adventure...cont'd 


Yates 

You and your floormate enter Yates and are instantly overcome by the unique Yatesian odor 
as you descend the stairs to the first floor. Just like every other building at Georgetown, this 
is not the floor you entered on, obviously a devious plot by the university administration to 
keep you disoriented. You spot the afore-mentioned oh-so-attractive Hoya on a machine, 
and ditching your floormate, head to the machine right beside it. Trying to be suave, an 
inexpensive shampoo, you lower the pin a few notches. As you try to climb onto the ma- 


chine you slip in a pool of sweat left from the last user, and slither pathetically to the floor. 
Undaunted, you make a second, and this time successful attempt to mount the apparatus, 
only to realize that you and the entire Zapatista movement could not lift this weight. Grunt- 
ing painfully, you make a furtive sideways glance, and notice that the subject of your every 
thought is laughing and pointing at you. Never fear, young grasshopper, you haven't had 
enough demoralizing experiences to learn the golden rule of Georgetown relationships, that 
your fantasies will come to fruition only in the form of a drunken one-night stand and 
potential violations of the campus date-rape statute. Hoya Saxa! Utterly humiliated, you 
retum to your room. 


[Go to “The Dorm” (Page XID] 


Ignore 

Congratulations. You have chosen the route of 99.6% of all Georgetown students in the same 
circumstances. You stare deliberately ahead. Suddenly your smoothness is thwarted by one 
of Georgetown’s many. hazards- the cumbersome, misshapen and dangerously loose bricks 
leading up to the ground level of J. Mark (which, ironically, is the third floor!). You trip as 
the toe of your left Timberland becomes inexplicably wedged between two of the “death 
trap" bricks, and fall in an exaggerated motion that brings a smile to the face of everyone but 
you, as well as attracting the attention of the person you so were astutely ignoring. Weakness 
due to loss of blood has conyinced you to scrap the J. Mark tour and quest for sustenance. 


[Go to “Find Food”(Page X) eee 


|THE BARS OF GEORGETOWNE. 


Winstons: 
Description: The first bar you will probably see if you venture down M St. from the campus 
and probably the first bar you will have the balls to go in as a freshman. It will probably also 


be the first bar where you vomit on the floor and probably the only pub where it is accepted. 
if not encouraged, to unnate while sitting at the bar. 


Crowd: Truck drivers, marines, and their obese girlfriends. 

Chances of getting laid: Not bad, relative to most Georgetown bars since most people have 
already lowered their standards just by entering. Also a good bet if your special someone 
wears a wifebeater and a hat from the Roadkill Cafe. An absolute sure thing, however, if you 


wail long enough at the bar for the female midget who makes the rounds issuing oral plea- 
sures. 


Music: Meat Loaf, Poison, Garth Brooks. 
Extracurricular activity equivalent: The Rugby team of Georgetown bars. 


iP THE AMERICAN SPORTS BAR 
> ie RESTAURANT 
Champs: 


Description: Probably the only bar in Georgetown that has never served anyone over 21, let 
alone, 19. Never have any doubts about getting in here because a football player with a lisp 
who you know or knew freshman year is working the door until he pays back all the bail for 
his jailtime following his seventh date rape conviction. This place is excessively crowded, 
especially on Thursday nights, when all manners of skimpily dressed freshmen girls and 
guys in white hats and plaid come out to drink pitchers of extremely foamy beer. The walls, 
which are decorated with rows and rows of mock-nostalgic sports memorabilia and photo- 
graphs add to an atmosphere of delightful violence and always give you something to look 
out as you wail a minimum of thirty minutes for the bathrooms (twenty if someone realizes 
you can piss in both sinks, fifteen if someone discovers the trashcan). 

Crowd: You and everyone you know. 

Chances of getting laid: Not great since most of the women here enjoy the soft touch of 
football players with lisps. Chances of action also increase in direct relation to your ability to 
look as much like everyone else as possible. White hat required. 


Music: Billy Joel and Journey for the fifteen minutes in the day the Macarena is not playing. 
Extracurricular Activity Equivalent: Like going to church, except with beer. 


Cafe Babalu: 

Description: A mellow, laid back watering hole that fancies itself a mix of Californian nouveau 
and northern Italian scummizi. This place does not have bouncers, but rather a maitre’d and 
it doesn’t have waiters, it has servers. Never a very exciting place as it is consistently fre- 
quented by not just the same crowd but actually the same exact group of people as were there 
the night before and the night before that. The cool place to be. The fulfillment of your 
wildest dreams, if you were not only popular in high school but also drove a Dodge Spider 
and if you have ambitions of someday adding your name to your Daddy's law firm. 
Crowd: Preppy and beautiful with a dash of Euros wearing tight black jeans thrown in for 
flavoring. 

Chances of Getting Laid: Terrible if you expect to find an exotic mysterious vixen you have 
never met and will never see again. Excellent if you can get past the nagging suspicion that 
your one night stand will still be an acquaintance twenty years down the road, probably your 
best fnend’s wife. 

Music: An extremely subdued jazz trio plays every night so they provide most of the music. 
Otherwise, the soundtrack is Grateful Dead and Phish sung off-key without musical accom- 
paniment by drunken preps. 

Extracurricular Activity Equivalent: Winning a GUSA lection. 


Third Editions 

Description: Thirds has a good old oak-and-chrome pub fecling to it, except it's about 
twelve times larger than any pub in England. It exists in some kind of cosmic string, which 
allows it to take up more space than the building it is housed in. This place is actually what 
you would dream a college bar is like, replete with tiki bar, waiters, and a mix of Georgetown 
students from every class. The average age here might even be twenty-one. This bar is 
actually in the Preppy Handbook (this we did not make up). Of course, because it’s so classy, 
the bouncers require a driver's license with a hologram and watermark, a birth certificate, a 
letter of recommmendation from Leo Donovan, S.J., and a retinal scan. 

Crowd: Upperclassmen from every manner of Catholic prep school on the East Coast. A 
great place to mect your future law partner or senate opponent and an absolutely wonderful 
place to avoid black people. 

Chances of Getting Laid: Just being able to get in leaves you wet enough. 


continued on Page XIII 


It's Fourth of July 
A Nation Remembers 


“For twenty years I have read criticisms of my stones, and I do not remember a single remark 
of any value,...only, once, someone wrote something which left an impression on me- He said 
I would die in a ditch, drunk” 

-Chekhoy 


Summertime in DC is fetid and humid. I've heard that British diplomats assigned 
here get “danger pay” because the weather is so goddamn awful. 
(Mad dogs and Englishmen.......) It only seems appropriate that DC 
was built on a swamp, where po- liticos can feel comfortable with 
others of their ilk. Summertime in DC also means Fourth of July cel- 
ebrated on the Mall, a much re- vered and important holiday for 
Americans. k 

Revered and important to 
days are the only way we can safely 
open and call it patriotism, The capital is quite familiar to acts of 
depraved individuals, in fact, deca- dence and degradation will prob- 

ably get you reelected. With this in mind, I hopped on the metro, eager to 
THE participate and interact with my fellow proud Americans. 
GONZO I knew that I had to find the proper spirit, something behind the fireworks, 
MAY.1996 


Americans because national holi- 
live out our closet perversity in 


parades and remembrance in the capital of the world, so my first stop was 


- Barts 
to the familiar neighborhood of Georgetown, where I could understand the perspective of 
today’s collegiate kids. 3 pns 
Barbecues and kegs and such, the usual fare of inebriated students and wonderfully 
undercooked chicken that tastes finger licking good. Naturally, I assumed my duties as a 
student and ....cherished the rich history of the United States. Conversations ranged from the 
politics of asshole to “munging;” a California trend where two men dig up a recently de- 
ceased Woman, and then they proceed to “fuck” her. One man then performs oral sex and the 
other jumps on the stomach to “push all the guck out into his mouth.” I began to realize that 
the conversation could only go down hill. We soon gathered en masse and took the bus, 
meeting many loud, giggling drunks, who only tumed out to be ourselves talking. Itseemed 
like every person we met on the walk to the Monument was obliterated: family men, high 
school kids, suburban wives, even some old crazy German immigrant, who loved repeating 
“Americans have diaherria of the mouth” after every sentence, and ended his speech about 
the youth of today with the ad vantages of his penis implant, After every firework, a man with 
a savage whipcut, hair spilling out of his tank top, and minor beer gut would shout “America 
Rocks!" raising his Bud can in the air, Hordes of people were walking aimlessly, shuddering 
about, tripping over kids and blankets, coolers, and shrieking mothers. Ry | 


In a radical departure from the custom of over-the- 
top phallocentricity at the Gonzo, this is a little lovey, sexy 
piece for you, written by one of you. Aren't you thrilled? 

L'amour. It doesn’t actually exist here, yet we seek 
it constantly, don’t we? And it’s harder now to find “love” 
than ever before. Now that the Powers that Be have taken our 
Pub away from us, what are we to do? The memories! A 
nostalgic Things to Do list: Waltz in ‘round lam, encounter 
the sights and smells of the whole school drunk as ole nekkid 
Moses, crammed into a room the size of Vittles. Sloshing 


around on a floor coated with one and a half inches of beer 
and other fluids, make your way over to that “cute” (after 15 
drinks at the Cross) kid over there. Say hi, then drunkenly 
lunge tongue-first at his mouth. Let your hands explore his 
sweat-drenched, beer-soaked Hoyiimeister T-shirt. Dance, 
kiss, and grope to the pounding beat of Gloria Gaynor until 
the DJ tells you, over the loudspeaker, to get a room. Drag 
him out of there, perhaps picking up a fragile, 
sticky green condom from the Hoyas for 
Choice people on the way out. Voila! Mis- 
sion accomplished. Now, that wasn’t too hard, 
was it? Butalas, that was 3 years ago, and the 
Pub is currently being converted into the gift- 
wrapping station for the MBNA Career Cen- 
ter. The glory days of Studio 54 a la 
Georgetown are finis. 

However, thanks to the ever-raging 
libido of us all, you can still walk across cam- 
pus at 7 am this Sunday moming, weanng 
Patrick McCatholic’s stylish flannel over last 
night's satiny shift you got at Commander 
Salamander, and encounter a number of other 
Georgetownians on their respective Walks of Shame. Some 
things never change. The Pub may have closed, but that 
doesn't mean you have to stan going out on...what do you 
call them? Dates. God, no! If someone tells you he wants to 
take you out on a date, anyway, it usually means he will pay 
for your drinks at a cheesy joint before he takes you back to 
his place to show you his collection of pictures featuring him 
standing next to his Senator, or maybe on a rare, lucky occa- 
sion, designer drugs. But more likely, beér mugs he stole 
from various Washington watering holes. And his Pearl Jizz 
CD's, 

Fear not, Freshmyn, our long-standing cultural 
framework of Icichtsinniger Geschlechtsverkehr is still in 
place; there is still a veritable myriad of institutions around 
here designed to get YOU laid without having to go out on 
any sort of half-baked date: Winston's, Champions, The 
Charing Cross, Lulu's Friday Happy Hour, Mr, Smith's with 
its raging Piano Bar bombarding you and all the horny tour- 
ists with the highly sexual songs of Billy Joel and Elton John, 
the 18th Street Lounge (now that it has gone to Hell, with all 
this call girl, cognac, and cigar ash all over the place), the 
annual College Democrats-College Republicans semiformal 
Christ- mas bacchanal, pscudo-classy shindigs at 

the pseudo-swank Foreign Service Frater- 
THE nity, mutual admiration get-togethers of 
GONZO the Moschino-clad coked-up Euro-clite, 
MAY, 1996 


GUSFCU board meetings, etc. Just use the procedure roughly 
outlined for the Pub at any of these places, modifying it a bit, 
perhaps, and you should mect up with reasonable success 

Now that we have established that frequent casual 
sex is the highest form of love life to which most of us can 
aspire, let us not-so-gingerly broach the subject of the sex 
itself, Let's start out with a few encouraging and optimistic 
words. Maybe you will get lucky, say, 1 time out of 10, and 
you will bed—for example~a lavishly tall, lusciously muscled, 
handsome ‘n’ charming, towheaded dreamboat transfer with 
an exhaustive knowledge of what to do with every part of his 
body to every part of yours. Even while performing in the 
deepest stoned and drunken haze, he will leave you begging 
for more, Congratulations! Now that you have found him 
and had him, you can rest assured that he will never say more 
than 10 words to you ever again. With that, you probably 
would like to know how to make the most of the next Prey 
you encounter on the proverbial primrose path. 

Consider getting your clitoris pierced. The slight 
risk of a complete loss of sensation in this somewhat crucial 
area aside, it will at least aid your partner in his or her 
Georgetownesque aimless fumbling 
by providing him or her with a target, 
so to speak. Nipple piercings are fun 
as well, though less important as an 
instructional tool. They are not for the 
impatient or insatiable, however, as 
one must wail several months after the 
actual piercing before one can really 
enjoy them. If you can think of any 
other means to enhance the sex you 
have here at Georgetown, by all means 
employ them. 

This next point I cannot empha- 
size enough, ladies: no matter what, 
no “bobbing for weenus.” Leave that 
kind of activity to those Logan Circle troopers, wearing their 
rabbit fur jackets and high heels and standing about at 3 am. 
It’s their job, not ours. More reasons: performing oral sex on 
a boy is more than just plain retarded. It is unnecessary, un- 
deserved (by him), unpleasant, and unsafe-- in fact, more 
unsafe, and of course, far less fun than a protected and proper 
shag, boom, call it what you will. I have decided (in a radical 
departure from both Gonzo tradition and my everyday speech 
patterns) to refrain from using the f-word in this article. 

If you want to spend a fun afternoon finding out 
about creative safer sex, go get an HIV test at Whitman-Walker 
clinic. (See? Two birds, one stone!) The lovely pre-testing 
seminar involves a real bag of tricks, I tell you. Mouthwash, 
latex gloves, all kinds of things com- 
ing out of acrosol cans and squeeze 
bottles, Saran Wrap and disturbingly 
large plastic penises (both in a vari- 
ety of colors), as well as a lovely table- 
top mode! of the female genitalia are 
among the innovatively used props in 
this regular Broadway show of a 
doctor's visit. It's a whole new world 
for most Hoyas, who are not noted 
for their strict adherence to safer sex 


Don't miss 
"Weekend at Bernie's VII" 


continued on Page XII 


[Georgetown students facing the same circumstances, and 


Choose Your Own Adventure...cont'd 


Risk the Smile 
You delve into your reserve supply of courage and whilst 
smiling, 
shift your gaze to the potential acquaintance. Alas! Disaster 
has struck! This person has chosen the route of 99.6% of all 


looks at you quizzically, shunning your smile. You comfort 
[yourself with the thought that at least you can retum to your 
own dorm room and that your roommate, whom you pre- 
tend to like but secretly despise, will acknowledge your ex- 
istence with a greeting. Given this, you decide to ditch on 
the enlightening mandatory J. Mark tour, risking academic 
penil and adjudication, spanking at the hands of a Jesuit, or, 
most gravely, never comprehending the complex idiosyn- 
jcrasies and moral dilemmas of “GEORGE.” 


[Go to “The Dorm” (Page XII] 


\Find Food 
Weak from hunger and loss of blood, chagrined by the fact 
that you can no longer attain a hot meal from Mom, you 
make the rounds of all your acquaintances on the floor (for 
whom you feign affection, yet secretly despise) to determine 
how all of these three people will meet their daily nutritional 
needs. After a Gallup style polling you compile a concise 


list of all the options available to you here in the D. C. met- 
politan area. They include and are limited to going to 
arriott, or going to Houston’s on Wisconsin Avenue. 
hould you choose Houston's you will travel down M Street 
in a huge herd, wait a long time for a table and be served 
jover-priced food. On the other hand, if you choose Mariott, 
lyou will travel to New South in a huge herd, wait a long time 
to have Anna swipe your ID, and serve yourself over-priced, 
and often times unrecognizable food. 


Go to “Marriott” (Page XIIT) 
or “Houston’s” (Page XII) 


Coming Next Issue: 


-The National Zoo - Our 
National Shame!!! 
-The Georgetown Honor Code, 
Bushido for the 90's. 
-Interview with Student 
Accounts. 
-Child Abuse for 
the Everyman. A Guide. 
-Sheep, Pistacchios and 
Bearded Women. Pierre Goes to 
the Middle East. 
-Your Duodenum, Your Friend. 
-In Memoriam: Shlomus 
Maximus Razicus 1974-1996 


Ah, college life. The freedom, the parties, the fun, dare I Say il, the sex. By now 
you freshmen have undoubtedly seen such memorable (and creative)T-shirts nie 
is a bar with a $100,000 cover charge”, the “take me drunk, I'm home” 
classic “Absolut Georgetown” . 


as the “College 
, and of course the 
More than simply a copyright attorney's dream, these T- 
shirts personify the good life at this and many other universities Georgetown’s ranking as 
Playboy's #1 party school probably also influenced many an aspinng young “Animal House” 
extra to come to this school. You are prepared to party the night away, drink yourself stupid, 
and hopefully get laid. 

Yeah, and the university might , 


The Gonzo:A "Soldier of Fortune" For the Thinking Man 
EEE 


You will need: 

2 Bottles beer (Beast, Natural Light) 

% cup vomit (search shower floors Sunday moming) 

] ashtray full of cigarette ash (Marlboro Lights) 

1 Teaspoon full of the nasty stuff that accumulates behind the toilets. 

Combine Beer, Vomit, and nasty stuff in a large saucepan and bring to boil. Add 
contents of ashtray and white hat simultaneously. (Note: removing the butts will keep ciga- 


support its off-campus students. The sad 
fact is kids, that you are FRESHMEN. 
This means that without our expert guid- 
ance, you can expect to spend many a 
Saturday night playing the latest version 
of Solitaire for Windows ’95 and mastur- 
bating to the very same issue of Playboy 
that rated us number one, while upper- | 
classmen steal your women, drink your 
beer, and throw you out of their parties 
merely because you puked on their TV. 

That’s why we at the Gonzo are 
offering you this exciting socialization 
course in just five (5) easy steps! Armed 
with this, you will know the ins and outs | 
of the party scene at Georgetown better 
than (former) Dean Krogh knows his way 
to the tanning salon. 


z 


STEP 1: Get yourself a white hat. e a fimlastine ONGREEr 


Hat”! 


rette paper from sticking to your hat, but at a cost of sacrificing some of the 
| | authentic party aroma). Reduce flame and simmer mixture for twenty minutes. 
Remove white hat from mixture, and pull refrigerator out from wall. Slide white 
hat around on floor where refrigerator used to be for 1-2 minutes. Your hat is now 
ready for shaping. 


Place the new (still wet) hat on your head in a comfortable position, making sure 
your field of vision is unaffected....now pull the brim of the hat down 3-4 inches 
until all vision is obscured above chest level on an average 5'6" human female. 
Bend brim until tunnel vision is achieved. In addition to making an incredible 
fashion statement, the while hat will automatically block out all unnecessary 
| | visual input, leaving your mind free for more important things such as keg stands 
and the chest level view of the average 5'6" human female. If you encounter 
women of different heights, adjust rim accordingly. 


Reapply treatment as necessary. 

Thanks, and enjoy!!! 

©1995 Frat Hats Inc. All Rights Reserved. Made in China with child prison 
: labor. 


There you have it kids, your guide to the intricate mysteries of the white hat. 


Kids, we can’t stress this 
enough. A white hat is more than simply an attractive piece of headware. It is a badge of 
rank. Much like the Congressional Medal of Honor, it shows that you are an exceptional 
human being, that you have the savvy to spum ill-advised individuality and mindlessly obey 
the orders handed down from higher authorities, in this case, the Lacrosse team. 

Remember, there are no fraternities at Georgetown. If you don’t get a white hat, 
how else will you make yourself into a bought-my-personality-at-Kmart clone? We highly 
recommend either a school in the area where you are originally from (a great conversation 
starter:..."hey baby, is that a university of Beirut hat?? Yeah, I’m planning on studying 


STEP 2: Befriend an upperclassman (woman). 

So, you've got your entrance credentials, and now you're ready to par-tay. Unfortunately, 
you don’t know where any are. Since most RA's could be a Freudian case study in anal- 
retentiveness, dorm room bashes must be very, very quiet, which dampens the whole party 
motif. Similarly, since the observatory is now regularly patrolled by DOPS, your best choice 
for getting blasted is at an upperclassman’s house. So, it seems that unless you are an 
individual with a pain tolerance of an Indian Fakir and can join the rugby team, you will 
need to find a way to befriend the upper classes for their valuable party intelligence. There 


abroad there! I hear they've got a great plastic explosives major!”) or the ever popular Uni- 
versity of South Carolina hat with the bright red COCKS emblazoned on the front. It says 
“I'm a very kind and caring individual, mature enough to enjoy the irony of the hideously 
phallic allusion that I wear on my head”. For proper care of your white hat, please see the 
pamphlet that is included with the hat. If your pamphlet happened to get lost, here's one a 
copy of one that recently came with our USC hat 


Congratulations on the purchase of your new University of South Carolina white 
hat. If you follow the below instructions very carefully your white hat will provide you with a 


lifetime of party facilitation. Due to U.S. health code rules, we cannot ship white hats in their 


finished state. Many stores will finish the hats for you, but if you were unlucky enough lo 
purchase your hat from a vendor in its unfinished state, we can easily 


inform you on the proper. finish. 


are any number of ways to do this, but the most effective is pledging your left testicle to an 
upperclassman in retum for a weekly phone call divulging the location of the nearest free keg 
of warm Bud Light. Alternate methods include offering to type all reports for a year, and 
various sexual favors. Try the left testicle method first, as it will invariably be the most 
painless. If you are a toolbox (you know who you are), and cannot find an upperclass friend, 
immediately find 2 attractive freshmen females and proceed to the Cactus or Wave house 
each Saturday. At the door, tell them “big Biff sent me”. I guarantee it will work. Really. 
(Your two would-be dates become property of GU upperclassmen). 


STEP 3: Befriend some females. 

Aside from getting a white hat, this is the singularly most important thing that you can do. 
Although it is some upperclassmen's idea of a dream party to have a pack of 35 nubile young 
freshman males beating down their door, unless you plan to hang out with GU Pride, most 
upperclass males (who most commonly throw parties), will not be happy if you turn their 


++. continued on Page XII 


The Most Important Paper in the World 


Choose Your Own Adventure...cont'd 
The Dorm 


Down but not out since you're a Hoya, and Happy Hoyas 
never quit, (Go Hoya! Hoya Saxa!) you retum to the lush 
sanctity of your freshman dorm room. You walk around your 
roommate, who is on the floor, barking like a dog, and look 
forward to the wee hours of the morning, when exhaustion 
will set in and silence returns. Undaunted, you move to eat 
the granola bar from your “Good Stuff” box, only to ascer- 
tain that your roommate has stolen it-All of a sudden a sound 
drowns out your roommate's barking and howling. You rec- 
ognize the high-pitched siren as the fire alarm which has 
been pulled on a regular basis since you moved in. You grab 
your roommate’s leash and pull the half-dog,. half-human 
Outside to safety, where your R.A. begins a well-rehearsed 
oration on floor fines. Great, you think, now Georgetown 
will cost my parents $30,050, instead of just $30,000 this 
year, 

You never dreamed of all the 
@ activities you could pursue in a 
@ given weekend night at 
Georgetown. Your dormmate asks 
whether you will be attending 
Winston's again, OR the keg party 
in Henle 74. If you choose 
Winston's, you will troop down M 
Street in a huge herd, wait in along 
line to use your bad fake ID to hear 
Sea cven worse music, and hit (unsuc- 
cessfully) on Hoyas of the oppo- 
f site sex. If you take the route of 
the Henle shindig, you will wait 
mM in a long line trying to get to the 
$ keg that was kicked before you 
even got to the party. 


[Go to “Winston’s” (Page 
XIII) or go to “Henle” 
(Page XIV)] 


Houston’s 

Having chosen Houston’s, you 
trot back to your room to don a 
new plaid button-down. After 
f checking your visage in the mir- 
i ror and nodding approvingly, you 
tip your white hat to yourself and 
f join the growing masses outside 

your dorm. 

f You amive at Houston's and re- 
quest of the hostess a table for 17. 
You are told it will be a three and 
a half hour wait which your party 
H agrees is tolerable and you sit 
down outside on a bench to read 
the menu 14,396 times. Once in- 
mat side, you end up sitting next to a 
fat, sweaty guy who orders three 
entrees. Your hunger is dissipated 
by the thought of watching him 
consume all the food he has or- 
dered, and you only order fries. After an hour and a half of 
watching him shovel food dutifully into his face, the plates 
are cleared and the bill arrives, You chip in your four dollars, 
only to learn that your group is $70 short and you must cough 


up another $15. Then, as you walk up M street toward your ~ 


beloved Hilltop, you are lured by a balding man with a threat- 
ening demeanor to enter Winston's. 


[Go to “Winston’s” (Page XII1)} 


"Beer, Women, and You" 
... cont'd from Page XI 


party into an sausage fest that would make Jimmy Dean 
proud. Believe it or not, many upperclassmen, even in men- 
tally impaired states, can tell if you are male or female, and 
you may be barred from entry. I advise you to maintain at 
least a 2:1 ratio that is, two of them for every one of you. 
Maintain a strict “If I go, they go” policy. Do not believe 
that big hairy senior football player at the door when he tells 
you “I just need to take them inside to search them for con- 
cealed weapons, they'll be back in five minutes”. 


STEP 4: Tell people you play a sport. 

The active word here being play. No ones gives a rat's ass if 
you were a high school all-intramural player or the pivot 
man on your prep-school’s circle jerk team. You need to 
play sports now! If you are already on a sports team then 
most of this article doesn't apply to you anyway, but if you 
are not, tell everyone that you are! You anonymity works 
for you here. No one knows in this early stage who the real 
sports studs are on campus. Tell people you are left forward 
cocksucker on the Lacrosse team. This will instantly attract 
a fine and morally upstanding group of young women known 
as the Lacrosse groupics. If this strategy works, you have 


many wild nights of “rodeo” and “das boot” ahead of you!! 
(Note: unless you are 6'11" and African-American, or you 
dad owns a casino, I would not recommend that you tell 
people you are on the basketball team, as this will only get 
you laughed at and possibly beaten up). 


STEP 5: Get a lobotomy. You’ ll fit in better. 

That’s all there is to it kids. Just follow our advice and you 
too can spend many nights worshiping the Great Porcelain 
Idol, waking up with people you hardly know, and discover- 
ing that the Islamic Jihad really does have meetings at 4:30 
AM in the PLO café. If anything we have said in this article 
helps you attend parties, remember, the Gonzo is here for 
you. 


by Uncle "Joe" Stali. 


FACT: The Mommies steal their 
jokes from The Gonzo 


Subscribe NOWY! 


That's right my pretties! For just $10 a year 
you too can subscribe to The Most Important Pa- 
per in The World. /f living off campus The Gonzo 
will be brought to you by an angry man in a blue 
uniform. Please, do not confront him. 

If you are fortunate enough to live on cam- 
pus, The Gonzo will be delivered right under your 
door by one of our specially trained attack midgets. 

So what are you waiting for? Send a check 
for $10/year ($5 a semester), your name, address, 


and this ad to THE GONZO, and BOOM, our pa- 
per will appear right at door. 


THE GONZO: 3348 Prospect ST, NW 


Your ad 
should have 
gone here, 
loser 


Top Ten Excuses Given When One 
Is Caught Sucking One’s Own Dick. 


10. I’m trying to kick that smoking habit 
9. Reduce, Reuse, Recycle 

8. It’s not as fun as it looks - after all, Ido 
haye to smell my own asshole... 

7. Cock: the other white meat 

6. I learned it by watching you, Dad! 

5. Can’t a man suck his own dick in 
peace?! 

4. You know that Soloflex? It was 
worth every penny 

3. Sure, maybe I suck my own dick...but 
at least I’m not some freak with six 
fingers! 

2. The little guy’s deaf; you gotta talk up 
close 

1, Whatever it is I think I see/ Becomes a 
Tootsie Roll to me 


The Gonzo: Eyeball-licking Good! 


"Bars". . . cont'd from Page IX 
Music: Dave Matthews Band 


Extracurricular Activity Equivalent: A young Republican mecting or watching a lacrosse 
game. 


The Charing Cross: 

Description: Most people call this pit “The Cross”, which is all part of the Christ motif. 
Here, too, the miracle of tuming water into wine, or at least beer, regularly occurs, or so the 
swarthy middle Eastern carpenters that man the bar say. This place also reminds one of the 
manger where Christ was born, minus the animals, but including the hay and somehow also 
the manure smell (or maybe that’s just the bartenders). This bar is not only small, old, and 
boring but it’s farther off campus than any other Georgetown bar so if you want to drink 
alone, go here. Joc Hoya goes here when his ID is too crappy to be accepted at Thirds, 
Champs, or Babalu. 

Crowd: The Cross has no identity. To pretend that it does is an exercise in disillusionment. 

Chances of Getting Laid: Good for anomynous encounters but bring your finest pair of beer 
goggles. They won't make the hosses here beautiful but at least they'll be fit for human 
consumption. 

Music: Dwight Yoakam, John Tesh 

Extracurricular Activity Equivalent: Calling up the Georgetown suicide hotline. 


Sports Fans 

Description: The other Georgetown sports bar, this watering hole is on the decline. Only 
bearable on Wednesday nights when fabulous all-you-can-drink specials guarantee that you 
will get egregiously sloshed. The same by-the-book sports decor that you would expect at a 
place with such a subtle name, the only denizens of Sports Fans these days are husbands 
looking for a place for a gooey respite from their wives and people that would like to beat 
you up. 

Crowd: No one you know, unless you are a Marine or have just got out of the halfway house, 
Chances of Getting Laid: Excellent if you enjoyed watching “Deliverance.” 

Music: Pearl Jam, Coolio, Deep Blue Something 

Etracurricular Activity Equivalent: A visit to Zed’s Pawn Shop 


The Tombs 
Description: A discussion of Georgetown bars can never forget The Tombs, a place revered 
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A "joke sign" displays the keen ironic wit of this 
establishment's staff 


as an institution by Georgetown alums for years. There's a real sense of history here, with 
oars from old championship Hoya crew teams, initials of Jesuits carved into tables, and 
photos of Georgetown in the old days. The connection between the school proper and The 
Tombs is so cozy as to be near-incestuous. Here, the carding at the door is carried out with 
the same fascist aplomb as Nazi soldiers checking identification at border checkpoints, with 
offenders receiving deportation orders from the Jesuit community and the Office of Housing 
Services. No one has yet figured out why this is such a desirable place to hang out, as the bar 
is small, the ceilings are low, the bathrooms are strange, twisted metallic boxes, and there's 
never enough room for the fourteen hundred upperclassmen that struggle to pack in every 
Friday and Saturday night. If they didn't have beer, one might mistake it for a gas chamber 
Chances of getting laid: Good, if you come with your girlfriend 
Music: Blues Traveler and REM, inti. quently marred by performances of the most insidi- 
ous, whore-mongering group in all of the Distict of Columbia, the Chimes. 
Extracurricular Activity Equivalent; Graduation 


by Evil Snoopy 


ad Girls...con{'d from Page X 


procedures. Unless you count papally approved methods, which tend not to be of worth. 
So, without further ado, ladies, go get yourself a box of Kimono condoms-- the kind that 
are textured on the inside, available at Condomrageous and Lambda Rising (both in DuPont 
Circle), come highly recommended by every seductrix worth her sal(=and check your 
partner's privates with a penlight and a magnifying glass for any sort of suspicious this- 
and-that. One needs no further encouragement than this direct quotes na nurse at GU. 
Hospital's Department of OB/GYN: “You wouldn't believe some “of the nasty, shit these 
nappy guys give to the girls at this school!” Then get down and make ae is, after 
you get back from your lovey-dovey “date” at Karaoke Night at Char he your chance 
encounter at the Cellar’s Spm-9pm four dollar all-you-can-dnink, or a ingin’ Knights of 
Columbus party. Under his pictures of him and his Senator arm-in-arm L Hopefully not 
with Eddie Vedder crooning in the background. 

Or, you could find a nice boy, start out slow, hold hands, andes Pom like a 
lotus flower in this mud We call the Georgetown “Dating” Scene. You falso pull the 
ripcord in mid-jump only tÒfind that your chute is kaputt, bounce( live to tell the 
tale. On which one would you like to bet the farm? If all this sounds slike a bit much, and 
you just don’t want to, you can always shove down a eo a acab over to Buzz, 
and pretend, Sometimes it's even better than the real thing p” 


This article was not written by Margaret Brown (SFS '97) 


Choose Your Own Adventure...cont'd 


Marriott 
You and the rest of your floor wait impatiently in line at New South. After the basket- 
ball team cuts in front of you, you enter the Horn of Abundance that is the cafeteria. You 
investigate each of the various hot food lines, wisely tuming down the green chicken gyros 7s 
and the pork chops, which make a loud clanking noise when CTE Reso ian You thea 
over to \the grill) grab/a couple of burgers, so 

begin searching for your floor-mates. ‘You came here with ag group 

so they shouldn't be too hard to spot, right? Wrong!!! New South is eci g 
aid in protective coloration devices and your floor safely camouflages itself: n among the masses. 
After making ten trips up and down the cafeteria, nearly spilling your bright blue “Hoya 
Blood” with every pass, you give up and settle in on one of the stools, which are covered in 
fine Corinthian leather in the same shade of pink as the chairs, tables and walls. As you stare 
at the translucent glass, reading a discarded copy of the Voice, you begin to feel a dull pain in 
your stomach. You have not eaten nearly enough fo make you full, yet you cannot go on, due 
to intensification of the pain. You groan, put your tray on the conveyor belt, and head out of 
the cafeteria, bumping in to your entire floor, who say they are going to ons 74. You are 
too ill to fight the tide. 


[Go to “Henle” (Page XIV)] 


Winston’s k 
So here you are at Winston's where you are surrounded by people you know you probably 
go to school with, and many of whom you recognize vaguely, but none of whom you know 
by name. You shrug, thinking it’s the same old thing again, and begin to head to the bar when 
you spot that Happy Hoya that makes your heart go pitter-pat, pitter-pat. Actually it's done 
that ever since you were nine and stuck a fork in the electrical outlet, but still it seems to 
intensify now, There is no more space at the bar so you can’t stand near the object of many 
of your impure thoughts. You can however, justify shoving yourself Very near, in order to get 
the barkeeper’s attention and order a drink. ‘The first time you do this you are not noticed. 
For that matter, you're not noticed the second, fifth or eighth times either, But 
has its payoffs and now the place is thinning out. The ninth time you stumble to the bar to 
shove a little more forcefully into your dream date, who falls to the ground. As you reach to 
provide assistance the hottie grabs you in as sultry an embrace you could expect from 
one this drunk. You two decide it's time to retum to the esteemed 
whose roommate is still out. You walk up Prospect, and then head fi 
leaning on each other like wounded troops and making junior high nb 
with sexual innuendo, Alas! D mna En din; ods) all on the | 
ov ping as plo d orap ad To tical, 
attractive fellow Hoya seems not to notice and stumbles on | m 
eaaa Drva oon ee 
again, 


[Go t0 “GERMS? Puge XIV) 
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The Gonzo's Solemn Plea: Bring back Hee-Haw! 


"Buildings"... cont'd from Page VI 


out last year to witness GPB's programming coup, when they 
brought international mega-stars Vertical Horizon to Gaston 
Hall. Or perhaps you succumbed to the Lecture Fund's des- 
perate and pathetic pleas to help them fill the first five rows 
of chairs when they brought us famous whiny fat girl Shan- 
non Faulkner. Father O'Donovan's lair is on the fifth floor, 
as are the closed circuit monitors that connect to the camera 
behind the one-way mirror in your bathroom. The Of- 
fice of Financial “Aid” can also be found in Healy. Be- 
fore you go in to beg for a more reasonable aid pack- 
age, to fall down at their knees and plead through hot 
tears that you and your family have nothing left to give, 
be prepared to answer questions like “Well, you still 
have two kidneys, don’t you? Do you really need both 
your kidneys?” 


White- vi 

The Office of Denial and Confusion (the 
Registrar's office) is located in the basement. This is so 
that the shadowy creatures entrusted with the task of 
taking your pre-registration forms and denying you entry 
into any class remotely of interest to you will not be 
harmed by direct sunlight. 

On the main floor is the Office of Undergradu- 
ate Admissions, where one can find the staff busily ex- 
amining the photos attached to the applications of pro- 
spective freshmen women, carefully weeding out and 
discarding the fat and the ugly. Upstairs are classrooms 
and the Psychology Department. Psychology was cx- 
iled to the attic after a series of government-sponsored 
LSD experiments on students during the 60's went so 
horribly awry. 


Copley 
There is nothing funny about Copley. 


Ice 

The Bunn Intercultural Center was built with tax- 
payer money as an experiment in solar energy; its unconven- 
tional shape was designed to hamess the energy of the sun 
for use in the building’s utilities. This experiment was, of 
course, a momentous, expensive, and disastrous failure. Or 
was it? Unwiltingly, or perhaps all too wittingly, the struc- 


Ar CES 


ture that the university designed seems to collect a different 
sort of cosmological radiation, a force far more mysterious, 
more powerful, and, should it fall into the wrong hands, more 
sinister. The angled roof absorbs and focuses this 
otherworldly force from space at a point 
deep within the ICC, It is calculated that 
where these rays converge, given enough 
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time, they are powerful cnough to turn a man’s skin into 
Corinthian leather. Fortunately, the only documented case of 
such an affliction is the former Dean of the School of Foreign 
Service, Peter Krogh. 


Leavey 
Once long ago a student center, Leavey has since 
been partitioned among MBNA and Marriot, our benevolent 


corporate overlords rightfully claiming their lebensraum. It 
is also the university's nerve center for propaganda dissemi- 
nation, housing the offices of The Hoya, The Georgetown 
Voice, and most insidious of all, The Journal. Hailed as an 
engincering feat and a lasting monument to human endeavor 
when completed in 1988, ironically, the Leavey Center is al- 
ready succumbing to the inexorable forces of nature. The 
rooftop is in such an advanced state of decay and neglect that 
trees have actually taken root and grow atop the building. 
Much like the lost Mayan city of Matzacoatltlàn, the Leavey 
Center will be completely reclaimed by the jungle within 
twenty years. 


St. Mary’s 

A former dormitory, St. Mary’s was deemed Unfit 
for Human Habitation by the DC Board of Health nearly a 
decade ago, The university’s response was swift: last year, 
students were moved out. Now an office building, it also 
houses classrooms for the Georgetown School of Nursing. 
The school had thus far escaped the departmental restructur- 
ing program that recently claimed the SLL and emasculated 
the SFS. However, minor modifications were recently made 
in the nursing program. “We wanted to make a few changes 
to the curriculum, to better suit the aptitudes of our girls,” the 
dean said. Thus, next semester the nursing school will be 
rechristened as the Georgetown School of Cosmetology. The 
administration expects little protest from GSN students, “Re- 
ally, they're just here to find husbands,” said the dean. 


LXR/Nevils 

Obviously, the housing lottery didn't go as you 
planned. If you live here, you are but a serf of your liege- 
lord, the Grand Doge Weismiller. Nobody really knows where 
anything is in LXR/Nevils. For instance, if they tell you that 
they know where the laundry room is, then they either lying, 
or are Homeless Willic, who oftenwinters in the laundry room. 
The overall effect of LXR/Nevil’s layout is that of a futuristic 
nightmarish world, where hallways double back on them- 


selves, your neighbors never leave their rooms except to feed, 
the names of the buildings change without rhyme, reason, or 
warming, and everyone carries little silver key cards which 
they cling to for their very lives. Itis little wonder that parts 
of Exorcist III were filmed here. 


eee A giant chi and rho adorn one side of the Reiss 
Science Building, an alpha and an omega the other. Pointing 
to these Greek letters, every year a few fiendish upperclass- 
man pranksters manage to convince a few freshman football 
players that the building is their frat house. The latter, intel- 
lectually defenseless, are only too eager to “pledge.” Sub- 
milting to dastardly “initiation rites” designed to break both 
the body and the mind such as the gameshow-like “Win, 
Lose, or Pubic Shave,” a cruel ritual dance called “The 
Spankarena,” and the aptly titled “Eating Bugs and Worms,” 
the “initiates” are crying like little girls by the end of the 
evening, sometimes even left permanently mute. And then . 

and then when we tell them that they're the victims of a 


diabolical ruse . . . if you could see the looks on their faces, 
staring back at us blankly and silently, their pants full of their 
own excrement . . . oh, it’s absolutely precious! 


The Reiss building is also where the Georgetown 
science faculty, trying to keep pace with their arch-rivals at 
Johns-Hopkins, recently pioneered a daring new medical pro- 
cedure, the appendix transplant. An embarrassing incident 
dampened the triumphant mood as the procedure was pre- 
sented to the national media. Janitor Pete, who stumbled 
into the press conference looking for an extension cord, 
pointed out that the appendix is a vestigial and non-vital or- 
gan. University funding for the project was withdrawn shortly 
afterward. With this setback, the appendix transplant joins a 
long list of well-intentioned procedures devised by the sci- 
ence faculty for which there just wasn’t any general demand. 
Penis reduction surgery was another which, though seem- 
ingly full of promise, no one wanted to undergo. 


by Johnny Precariously and John Wayne 


Choose Your Own Adventure...cont'd 


Henle 


You wander through the Henle complex in a huge herd, un- 
til you eventually find the signs you are looking for. You 
follow a trail of vomit and broken beer bottles up into a stair 
well. Alas! You have been thwarted in your attempt to party. 
The stairwell is impassibly strewn with drunken bodies. The 
hot air is thick with smoke and reeks of stale beer. You begin 
to feel a little light-headed and suddenly you fall backwards. 
You reach for the handrail, but just miss it and fall to the 
ground, Everything goes black. 


[Go to ’G.E.R.M.S” (See below)] 


G.E.R.MS. 


You are surrounded by people in blue oxford-cloth shirts 
with lots of patches and running shoes. They all have three 
or four walkie- talkies and seem to speaking into each one 
simultaneously. You are strapped to a stretcher, loaded in an 
ambulance, and taken to have your blood detoxified, as they 
do to all pickups. While this unpleasant procedure is taking 
Place, one of the bluc-clad dem 


Please be kind. Rewind. 


Butt-Cosmonauts (a tribute fo Aeschylus) 


ay THE RESTURANT... 


~ 


nother 48 Hours...cont'd from Page XIII 


5:00pm - Go to NSO bar-b-que. Desperate avoided insanely 
happy people in purple shirts to get food. Am snagged by 
one who held me as a hostage of love until I agreed to “par- 
ticipate” more and go the the Red Square Dance. But hey, 
free food! 

6:21pm - Go to do library tour upon penl of my soul. Found 
athiphly entertaining and informative. To my girlish delight, 
they provide us with Mad-Libs. I fill in the following an- 
swers for example: “The audio visual department is there to 
help with all your antediluvian needs.” or “The author of 
The Brothers_Karamazoy was chili con carne >" or “The 
government documents room also contains German WWII 
Field Marshal Albert Kesselrig to aid with class projects and 
research.” 

7:30pm - “Rambunction” time, I was told this would be a 
fun orientation event with lots of cool stuff happening. Well, 
itis kind of cool. I mean, the live goat sacrifice is pretty 
funny, but overall I think I am scared by the NSO people 


who had since changed into burning red robes. I leave to 
look for beer during the singing of “YMCA.” I still don’t 
know the wherebouts of my shoelaces. Scary, but hey, free 
food. 

10:45pm - Obey my baser instincts and herd with people I 
met earlier. The group heard it on good word that there was a 
rockin’ party at the “Wave” house. Had trouble finding it at 
first, but when the shoving begins to move in a single direc- 
tion I know we are close, The undulating mass of the keg line 
beckon to my frends and I. Instead of passively waiting 
around, cups in had, we squeeze and elbow, push and shove, 
and finally, yes finally, we reach the head of the line: There 
the cops breaking up the party are very happy to see us. I 
suppose, in sort of a twisted way, I am happy to see them too. 
You know, I think I discover a deep-seated, almost 
subconcious, lust for police dogs and fire hoses, so the party 
isn'ta total loss. Also, there is free food . .. at least I’m pretty 
sure. 

12:00am - Having left my soul behind at the beloved “Wave™ 
house (sigh), I wander the streets for hours more. I and my 
cronies were still sober. 


3:00am - Find a partially filled beer in the square outside 
one of the Henle apartments. The few left on our quest (we 
have dwindled to five) decide to drink the thing. Man did 
we get TRASHED! We PUKED EVERYWHERE! It 
ROCKED! x 

3:30am - Some of my new-found friends and I sit down and 
just have a long heart-to-heart. We talk about the unresolved 
issues of the French Revolution and their effect upon the 
more socialist nature of later European revolutions. JUST 
KIDDING! We were still TRASHED! We didn't couldn't 
tell a French Revolution from a...um...French...uh-.. 
Tdon't know. >. . THATS JUST HOW FUCKED UP WE 
WERE!!!!! 

2:30pm - Wake up the next moming in a hospital of some 
sort. Warmed by discovery of the previous night. Look at 
the gross tray in front of me. Eat some hospital food cuz 
hey, free food. 


by Big Mel 


z 
4th of July...cont'd from Page IX 


Suburban family groups, i.c. aprox. 
one minivan full, would snicker and leer at 
the groups of kids smoking dope recently 
acquired from the “Great” Smoke-In. A 
former novel idea, this protest has disinte- 
grated into a weak excuse of political dem- 
onstration, People pack on the mall and get 
all fucked up. But the crock of shit is that 
this is supposed to be profound and show how 
unified the “freedom” movement is. Some 
granola stoner with a megaphone ranting 
about “like 90% of America smokes weed 
man and it everyone does it” is sure to incite 
change. I was really impressed by the 
phishheads who proudly told me that fol- 
lowed the band for the last year and got by 
from selling “genuine” hemp and bead prod- 
ucts, All I saw was middle class kids escap- 
ing from their parents for the day, deadheads 
loyal to a dead cause (the same ones who 
love those really skilled Dead cover bands 
at the Bayou), and lost tourists. Get a 
fucking life- there is absolutely nothing 
profound about your drug-use, 


After the fireworks ended, the 
crowd stayed put for a hour, drinking and 


silence occurred as people realized that 
they were out of beer. Hideous drunk 
bodies piled into their nasty cars. Opt- 
ing to avoid the cattle call of the Metro, I 
ended up walking aimlessly towards 
Georgetown. Traffic was a stand-still, 
people wading in and out of the street in 
Í wavy symmetrical lines. Thirty-some- 
thing, out of shape adults took time to 
grope and kiss in public, and homeless 
men were already passed out in the 
middle of the sidewalk. Strolling through 
Georgetown, pleasantly smoking my 
blunt, it occurred to me that this holiday 
was no different than any other Friday 
night; avoiding the puke in front of 
Winston's, watching Metro harass the 
saxophone guy while six drunk men 
scream and drive by, car right out of 
Chicks 'n' Trucks. I end up waking up in some stranger's 
house, smelling of beer and chanting “God Bless America” 


all the way home, 
by Sal Paradise 


"Steak Knives". . . cont'd from Page V 


realized I was doomed to spend the summer unemployed 
and miserable. I collected myself, stood up, and shouted, 
“This whole thing is an Orwellian nightmare! Run while 
you have the chance, before these swine brainwash you,:” 
and ran for the exit. On the way out I contemplated grab- 
bing one of the steak knives on display and killing myself 
then and there, as a colorful protest against capitalism, but 
instead decided to just jump into my car and drive to safety. 

What is the moral of this story, you the humble 
reader may ask: If you see an ad offering $12.25 an hour, 
expect to be fucked (figuratively and quite possibly liter- 
ally). The elderly population of San Jose need to be exter- 
minated and converted into Soylent Green 

Since I had to cam money somehow I resorted to 
selling bodily fluids. The end of the workday for me is when 
blisters start to form on my “dispenser,” or when I pass out 
and am left unconscious on the sidewalk outside the clinic. 
Atleast I don’t sell steak knives. 


by Rod Zombie 


mr EURO FALL FASHION PREVIEW 
Porous o you by MENTOS Tae Pees 


on e n E. Mahmoud: Darling, in my Emirate, a woman like you would | 
bring no less than fourteen camels. | 


Looking chic in Red Square, Mahmoud =~ Se —| 
and Gunther wearArmani jeans. Shoes a 
by Prada. Shirts by Calvin Klein and || 
Versace. Francesca's outfit by DKNY. 

Belts by Moschino. 


Francesca: Excuse me sir, could you tell us where might one 
find some fine wine and good paté? 

Mahmoud: Sir, you are sleeping on the street. That is 
unsanitary! 

Gunther: He must have had a long day on the job. 

] Homeless Willie's wardrobe courtesy of Salvation Army. 


Francesca: I . . .was just looking for the bidet. 


Gunther: I am but a refugee of the 


unconscious. 

Francesca: This party has proven 
noisome, Let's go to Bravo Bravo! 
Mahmoud: Mucho, mucho, grande coca! 


